She Had Not Much Yet To Grow 


Laura de France, la Lyonesse 

She tries to understand her heart, 

and find true happiness in what is best 
The full pleasure that is the part. 


She sits and ponders where does love begin? 
In the mind, or in some other place? 

She worries about where and when it ends 
The kind, the measure and the case. 


As she sits a blue butterfly dances by 
She plays she paws at the air 

Then lets out a misfit sigh. 

It floats away. Why should I care? 


With her sad eyes she looks around 

Alone, surrounded by snivelling cubs 

Who stumble the part and whine the sound. 
Silly little things she knows to snub. 


They are little awkward boys. 

Her majesty they understand nought. 
All led by their pendant toys. 

Flesh and conquest it’s all they sought. 


Laura, you are our concubine they growl 
La Lyonesse she knows what she lacks, 
But again they begin to hunt, to prowl 
When she rolls unto her back. 


The afternoon sun feels good to her 

as she lays in the shade of a solitary tree. 
Her pride, her warm breast, her soft fur 
She wants quiet ... oh let me be! 


Then a cub, her tail tugs he 
She hissed and cried out 


How dare you touch me 
Then more join in the bout. 


They jump on her, they maul 

She fought them off as best she can 
They paw her belly, then a growl 
Things end as fast as they began. 


The Master of the Pride arrives. 

He struts with majestic step 

This, his daughter, his newest bride 
He came to claim, and to protect. 


Laura sat up and with raised head 
Sneered over at the fearful set 
Never will I share your common bed 
Somewhere else, your pleasure get! 


She turns her back and strides away. 
She swings her tail to and fro 

To bask in the remains of the day, 
She had not much yet to grow. 


